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	1. Chapter 1

_Chapter One_

_Westminster,London, April 31st 2052_

The TARDIS engines were roaring continuously. Bolts flews around like shrapnel from an explosion, only just missing the Doctors head by a few inches. The Doctor, who had been embarking on his adventures alone for the past few weeks, looked at the figures on the TARDIS screen with anxiety. "Time's changing!" he shouted in a concerned manner "something's tearing fragments of time and space and fracturing-" he looked up, realising he was alone. The room stopped shuddering and the Doctor sat down against the console, removing his glasses as he did so. This calmness of the control room seemed eery and unwelcoming now that Donna was gone. Despite the sadness that consumed him, the Doctor continued to bounce around the console like a puppy, flicking switches and scratching the back of his head as he did so. "Well we've landed," he spoke to the TARDIS as if it was able to hear him. He grabbed his jacket that hung on a hook near the door and flung it onto himself effortlessly as he had done countless times before. He ran up to the door and flung it open.

There was an unsettling mist that sat just above the ground and the unmistakable stench of death filled the air. There was, at first, what appeared to be a gridlock of cars, but as The Doctor took a closer look... the cars were empty. Keys still in the ignition. "Now where could I be?" The Doctor questioned aloud. He looked around curiously to find himself looking directly at a brown tower-like building. It reached to the sky and the sudden realisation struck him instantly. This was Big Ben and he was right in the heart of Westminster. He looked beside him at the train station that he had failed to notice beforehand. The gate was shut and the lights flickered ominously. "So where is everyone?" The Doctor mumbled, he reached for his sonic screwdriver and scanned the area around him. A figure stumbled from the fog. One foot pulled it's body forward as the other seemed to scrape across the floor. From what he could see, the figures clothes were ripped and he appeared to have a deep wound that sprawled across his chest. "Ooh" he said curiously "who might you be?" He started to approach the figure with confidence "I'm the Doctor, I expect you're some kind of carbonated life form with a name too?" he grinned jokingly. The figure, who continued to walk towards him let out a sickening gargle of grunts as he staggered toward the Doctor. The gate to the train station swung open and a voice screamed "Quick get in!" A woman's face emerged from the fog, three outlines of men stood behind her by a few feet. "Oh hello. I was just talking to this guy right here," he turned to look at the approaching figure as it started to charge.

As it got closer, it features were more evident. It eyes were sunk deep into it's head and the flesh in it's face tightly hugged it's face. Its dislocated jaw hung from it's hinges and is it ran, the bottom jaw swung from side to side. There was a large section of it's skull missing, revealing a brain that seemed to have started rotting days ago. The woman's voice grew more panicked "Get your arse in here right now!" "Yes, right well," the Doctor called back "that seemems fairly reasonable." He darted towards the station realising other figures, with similarly damaged appearances emerging from the fog behind him. He got to the station and two men slammed the gates behind him. "What the hell were you doing out there?!" The woman shoved the Doctor backwards. The woman has dark brown hair the reached her shoulders, her fringe covering one of her hypnotising blue eyes. She wore a leather jacket with torn black jeans and she seemed to have not cleaned her sooty face in a while. The Doctor looked around him at the three othee men around him. One was a large man with muscular features and a bald head. He looked like a sterotypical Mexican wrestler, as his moustache hung from his upper lip. All he needed was the mask and it would be picture-perfect. The other had ginger curley hair and classes, he seemed lanky and slightly nerdy. His green fleece barely fit him and he seemed to be embracing a laptop close to his chest. He awkwardly made eye contact with the Doctor and he looked away. The third man worena business suit and held a briefcase. He seemed to be the most distressed out of the four of them and he would constantly groom his gelled grey hair that looked almost greasy. The Doctor remembered suddenly that he was being spoken to "I.." he began before he was interrupted by the Mexican wrestler man "You could have killed yourself out there. Those things out there would have ripped you apart. We risked our lives getting you here" he had a thick spanish accent that bellowed at a low frequency. "Yes, of course. Thank you. I'm the Doctor by the way... and you are?" He raised an eyebrow and looked at the angry and concerned faces around him. "I'm Rachel," the girl held out a hand and shook the Doctor's. "José" the Mexican man nodded in acknowledgement of the Doctors existence. "I'm Henry" the nerdy man said, his voice cracking a little as he spoke. The Doctor turned to the business man. "I don't share my name with outsiders. You could be anybody for all I know," he squinted his eyes. The Doctor could tell he wasn't going to like this guy. "His name's Andrew" Rachel stated "don't worry about him. He's a bit of a twat" a corner of her mouth rose in a sniggering fashion. "Right so what's happening?" The Doctor asked. Henry frowned slightly "Wait, are you telling me you don't know about..." he paused dramatically "...them?" "Not a clue" the Doctor grinned and placed his hands firmly into his trouser pockets "who's 'them'?"

Rachel checked her watch. Half past five. It would be getting dark in a few hours and they needed some form of escape or at least somewhere to rest for the night. "I haven't got time to explain. We need a way out and we need it fast," she grabbed her bag from the ground and slung it over her shoulder "there should be a way out from the platform that leads to a different exit," she made eye contact with the men around her, grasping their attention. "I can't help you if you don't tell me who or what those people out there were" the Doctor grew impatient. Humans. They never stopped bothering the Doctor. They were caring, brilliant, exceptional creatures, but they were unbelievably thick at times. "And what makes you so important? Why do you think you can help? You don't even know whats happening!" She grew angry. From until now, she had beeb the dominant leader in the group and now this man had come swanning in, expecting her to bow down on her knees to him. He was taking liberties and needed to be thrown of guard before he took control. "You wanna know what they are?" She shouted in rage "they're the dead that have come back to haunt us" she stated as a matter of fact. "So...you mean..." the Doctor began. Henry interjected "zombies" his voice quivered slightly. The distant moans of the dead could be heard from outside and an unsettling mood filled the air.


	2. Chapter 2

_Chapter Two_

_Westminster Station, April 31st 2052_

Rachel readjusted her bag as it slowly slid from her shoulder "Right, we should really make a move" she flicked her hair from her face to reveal that one of her eyes had been sown together, possibly from an injury involving the creatures outside.

"No wait, pretend that I've got no idea whats happening right now" the Doctor said unconvincingly "Those things out there can't actually be zombies... when did this start?"

"I'll explain on the way down," Rachel said abruptly. She was the clear leader in the group and she knew it. The Rachel and her three acquaintances, one by one, started the jump the barriers that led down to the platform. Rachel turned to the Doctor and made a 'come hither" motion with her head encouraging the Doctor to follow. The Doctor obeyed as he was too busy working out the scenarios in which a zombie invasion was improbable.

"So these..'zombies'," the Doctor made speech marks with his fingers sarcastically "When did the first appear? Because I've been to 2050s London and it's nothing like this"

"They arrived a few days ago. Nobody knows how or why, but if movies have taught us anything, its that we should stay away from them" José said whilst wiping the sweat from his never-ending forehead.

"So why not capture one?" The Doctor questioned

"Are you nuts?" Andrew had decided to talk for the first time after introducing himself "That will surely get us killed"

The Doctor considered this for a few seconds "what's with the fog as well?"

"The fog came with the zombies" Rachel explained with as little enthusiasm as possible "we have some theories. Perhaps thd use it to feed" she suggested.

"No," the Doctor said thoughtfully as they reached the platform "kinda tastes metallic" he slapped his lips, tasting the air around him.

The station platform was deserted, a London Underground sign that read: 'Westminster', has hanging at a dodgy angle, swinging slightly in the cool breeze from the ventilation. The walls were slightly curved and grey in colour. There was a clear plastic door that seperated the platform from the track. It stretched right across the platform probably to lower the suicide rate. The laminated marble flooring twinkled slightly in the poor lighting.

"Homely" the Doctor grinned jokingly.

Rachel ignored him "We'll stay here for tonight," she unpacked her bag and placed her belongings on the floor: a sleeping bag, a portable battery powered stove, a saucepan and a can of processed food that looked long past its sell by date.

"So what now? We just hide?" The Doctor looked around searching for some form of intelligent life in the room.

"Tomorrow we go outside and try and get out of here, get as far away as possible from the CBD" José explained.

Meanwhile upstairs the zombies had begun to break down the gate. The thick fog from outside poured into the station as the zombies began to make their descent to the platform. The Doctor and his new group were unknowingly trapped in the underground platform. The zombies broke through the barriers like an avalanche of decaying flesh, never leaving the fog as they did so.

There was silence on the platform as the Doctor, Rachel, José and Andrew huddled round the stove for warmth as the beans had started to cook, creating a thin vapour that was comforting to the group. Henry was a few feet away on his laptop, near the entrance to the platform, tapping on his keyboard vigorously. He ran his fingers through his fiery curley hair in frustration.

"There's no signal" he said angrily

"Well we're underground, dick head" Andrew smirked

"There's no need for that," the Doctor said

"Oh and who are you to tell me what to do?"

The Doctor stood up "I'm the Doctor, I'm a timelord. I'm from planet Gallifrey in the constellation of Casterborous. I am 904-"

"Silence!" Rachel shouted in anger "sit down now!"

The Doctor hesitated for a moment but eventually obeyed. There was silence apart from the tapping of Henry's keyboard and the low hum of the ventilation. Groans could be heard from a distance.

"A timelor-" Andrew began

"Shh" the Doctor said "listen"

There were faint footsteps from a few feet away. Suddenly, fog began to flood the platform, approaching the group with growing momentum. Henry screamed as the fog engulfed him. The rest of the group stood up in panic as at least ten zombies surrounded Henry. His screams drowned out the moans of the dead. A few zombies began to approach the Doctor and his three colleagues, but the ventilation had started to spread the fog away and they began to flicker like pictures on a screen.

"Interesting" the Doctor mumbled to himself.

"Quickly," Rachel smacked a conveniently placed red button on the wall, and the plastic doors on the edge of the platform slid open "We're gonna have to walk down the track,"

"We need to save Henry," the Doctor said.

José grabbed his arm and dragged him towards the track. They jumped from the platform and landed on the concrete floor of the railway track. They darted into the tunnel to their right, cautiously dodging the metal in fear of electrocution. As they ran into the darkness of the tunnel, the sounds of wet flesh and the gnawing of bones echoed around them.


	3. Chapter 3

_Chapter Three_

Rats scuttled across the tunnel floor like furry balls of disease, squeaking and scratching as they did so. There were but four of the group left after the unexpected departure of Henry. The Doctor studied his surroundings, using his sonic screwdriver as a torch to light their way to escape. The walls were damp and colour-coded electrical wiring ran across them like snakes. There was a smokey smell combined with the smell of dead rat. The combining smells reminded the Doctor of the time he visited London back in 1666 during The Great Fire of London. His thought process was interrupted by a thick Mexican voice.

"I can't believe Henry's gone" José mumbled

"I'm relieved" Andrew said smugly "the kid was a liability"

The Doctor grew aggressive and pinned Andrew to the wall "Listen here," he spat through gritted teeth "He was a good man, which frankly is more that can be said about you"

Silence fell over the group and all that could be heard was the faint whirring of the sonic screwdriver and the scrambling of rodents running around their feet. The Doctor removed his hand from Andrew's chest and turned away to continue walk through the tunnel. A distant light grew visible and this gave the Doctor a glimpse of hope.

"You've creased my shirt," Andrew said under his breath.

The Doctor chose to ignore him. He didn't have time for petty remarks for people like Andrew. He just wanted to get out of this tunnel before it became too claustrophobic. Thoughts were racing through his head. He needed to find out what was happening. He'd noticed something odd about the way the zombies reacted when they were out of the fog. Rachel caught up with the Doctor and he turned to face her whilst walking.

"What you said to Andrew back there," she stopped for thought "thanks," she said eventually.

The Doctor forced a smile and nodded in acknowledgement.

"So, I think you probably noticed it too but, when those zombies were out of the range of the fog..." she yet again, paused to think about what she wanted to say "Well, they flickered"

The Doctor stopped "You noticed that too?" The Doctor didn't wait for a reply "I was thinking some form of perception filter, disguising something. Could be powered by the fog" he suggested.

"What's a perception filter?" Rachel asked

"It's a device fiddles with your vision. Changes perspective on things. Hence the name. These 'zombies' must be somehow using the fog as a perception filter to disguise themselves from their true form," he paused "That's if my theories correct. Could be a number of things,"

The Doctor pointed his screwdriver up, scanning above ground for life. The whirring echoed through the tunnel, ricocheting on the curved walls that surrounded them. The Doctor noticed the rest of the group looking at him with confusion.

"Sonic screwdriver," he explained "I'm scanning above ground for life. Might as well see if its safe,"

The screwdriver let out a small beep. The Doctor pulled the top to reveal a clear tube with a spring shaped contraption inside. He pulled his glasses from his inside pocket and flawlessly placed them onto his face. He studied the tubing for a few seconds. He took his glasses of and looked extremely concerned.

"There's not just life up there" he breathed deeply "There's a spaceship in the atmosphere. I was right. These arent zombies. They're aliens using a perception filter"

"A perception what?" Andrew asked demandingly

The Doctor held back his frustration "It's like a cloaking device. Used as a camouflage" he explained "Problem is, I dunno how to undisguise them"

"So if they aren't zombies, why did they eat Henry?" José asked

"Good question. If I can get to the spaceship I'll tell you. I need to get back to my TARDIS though. Little blue box, somewhere up there in the herd of zombies"

"We can try in the morning" Rachel said "We'll set base here for tonight,"

The sat down in the middle of the tunnel contemplating the news they had just recieved. Rachel pulled a flask from her pocket. It was going to be a long night. She took a swig of the tepid coffee that had somehow lasted her all day. She watched as a rat crawled up to her daringly. She was frightened that there'd be another attack, despite knowing that the zombies were only able to walk in the fog. She wondered if her parents were alive still, they were vulnerable and wouldn't have stood a chance if they were attacked.

The Doctor lay down. He stared at the ceiling thoughtfully, wondering how Wilfred was getting on, hoping that Donna was safe under his wing of protection. A reminiscent smile grew on his face as he remembered all the good times they had shared. The day she had appeared in the TARDIS in her wedding dress. Good times.

José was twiddling his thumbs. He had subconsciously elected to be on watch for the night. Besides, he'd be unable to sleep. He had to create false bravery as he was the dominant alpha male of the group, but recently he had failed to show courage, especially after the death of Henry. Henry and him had been friends since secondary school. They had been in a 'Pret a Manger' when the apocalypse had begun. It seemed like decades ago.

Andrew was asleep. His views on life were extremely black and white. We live life to earn money, then we die. Perhaps this is why his life was so unfulfilling.

Flashbacks raced through Rachel's head as she tried to drift to sleep. She dreamt of herself running through a maze of roads running away from a metal can of hatred.

_EXTERMINATE_

She continued to run. Tears rolling down her cheeks, traumatized at such a young age. She slowly lost the strength to carry on, her legs giving way beneath her. A shard of glass extended upwards from the ground. Rachel fell right into it. It sliced straight into her eye, she screamed as blood sprayed around her.

Rachel woke up from the nightmare and sprang up - startled. She placed a hand over the sewn up eye that she covered with her fringe. Everybody else was sleeping and Andrew's faint snoring was evident. She sighed. This was going to be a long night.


End file.
